The Squadron of Flying Ships
bu&y in one of the hangars when the familiar signal
informed us of the coming air attack, I stepped out
and saw five German planes flying towards the field at
a high altitude. At that time we had no bomb shelters,
and expecting the bombs to be aimed at the hangars,
I started towards the middle of the airport. While
walking, I was glancing from time to time at the
attacking planes, and particularly at one of the ships
which appeared to be moving so that it would soon
pass exactly over my head. Close to this ship, appar-
ently slightly behind it, I could barely see a small black
point. The meaning of this point needed no explana-
tion, and I watched it closely because it was obvious
that it would strike not in the hangar but far in the
field. The point appeared nearly motionless in the
sky, but was gradually growing in size. I quickly made
a few steps sideways, but when I glanced up I again
had the same impression that the bomb would strike
at exactly the spot where I stood, and I could not
decide in what direction to run. Yet the bomb was
so close I could already hear the hissing. General
Shidlovsky happened to be on the field not for from
where I stood at the moment. I said to him, " You
had better lie down on the ground/'
He quickly but calmly replied, " Do you think it
is best? "
I shouted, " Yes, by all means! "
He lay down, while I was already on the ground,
A fraction of a second later the missile struck the
ground, between the two of us. Clouds of black soil
were thrown up by the explosion. It was so close that
I could reach the hole without even getting on my
It was about three feet wide and some one a&d